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Cloud, O cloud, I love thee5
Streaming across the sky;
Cloud, O cloud, I love thee,
Thou art brilliant to the eye.

And thy great and powerful flight
Doth to our dark hearts bring light,
Rush across the sky with great might,
Then Cloud, O cloud, I love thee.

O cloud, do not rush too fast,
Else thou many dangers pass,
Keep thyself to the very last:
Cloud, O cloud, I love thee.

My flowers are dying, dying;
Cloud, O cloud, I hate thee:
Listen to a child crying, crying,
Cloud, O cloud, do rain.

Clouds are rushing very fast,
Will they give us rain at last?
I can see my own dear cloud
Rushing, rushing, very fast!

Rain has come at last, at last;
Cloud, O cloud, I love thee:
My flowers are reviving fast;
Cloud, O cloud, I love thee.

The rain is gone, and the sun

Is shining very brightly;

Where is my cloud, my own dear one?

0 cloud, cloud, I love thee,